ingenuity and
)t know how
ciation of the
| of her posi-
ntieth century,
of Divine in
y her founda-
ery hangs over
bute to Reri It
ord of Christ
» true, and no
hereof than the
- not to speak
ngth  of  the
t olden Church
petual testimo-
i and spiritual
survival during
and centuries

ficient  proof
possibly have
n origin. To

would be the
dity. And still
liberal-minded
e true reason
reableness and
1ly to be hoped
ywn when they
e the Church,
itical engine of
p, but as the

RENDERS

se stamps  for
ue Witness,” is-
ionth., I wish I
s to that lovely
~around to my
ny of them Pro-
ire the papers,
d every word of
re they do.”

tfully,
E. M. L.

closed the sum
e renewal f my
“True Witness.”
late you on the
, you have made
gs.”' It is wore
ructive then ever

inued success, I

| Longevity

report of the bu-
tics of the United
o Irish lead all
in this country
ongevity. Of the
aniars in  the
census man sets
as Irish, 16.4 per
3.4 per cent. as
cent. as English,
anese and 1  per
In 1900 there
; in the United
00 years of age,
nay not seem par-
» as an indication
- when it is placed
at puts our popu-
00, but it means
her different when
gives us twice as
. as there are m

It will be recalled that

ignore.
closing the gleanings of Chrristmas
verses, 1 quoted the opening stanza

of Martin McDermott’s
«“Bxiles far away.”’

quest. But, as I bhave a certain

space at my disposal each week, I

will take advantage or it to do more
than 1 have been asked. I will pre-
face the poem by a few remarks that
I consider pertinent to the subject.

The name of Martin McDermott is
little known to-day, nor was he ever
much known to the public. Yet he
was one of the sweetest singers that
the ‘“‘young Ireland’’ movement, of
the forties, produced. He did not
write much, but what he did ‘write
bears the unmistakable impress of
genius. It was in 1848-44-45 that
his productions appeared in the ‘‘Na-
tion.”” Comnsequently nearly sixty
years have pasced away since he

wrote, We can reasonably conclude
that he was then, at least, twenty
That

years of age, if not more.
would leave him, if still alive, over
eighty years of life. I say, ““if still
alive,”’” for I do not know whether
he is still in the land of the living
or not. About ten years ago I re-
member reading in an American pa-
per, I now forget which one, that
Mr. Martin McDermott, the Irish
poet, was ill in Boston. To me that
piece of news was a revelation, for
I had long before considered him as
amongst the departed. But whether
dead or alive, it is certain that he
published only a few of his poems,
and the few that he thus beqpeathed
to Irish literature will bear com-
parison with anything written in the
English language during the mine-
teenth century.

In order to understand how it is
that McDermott’'s name has been
somewhat neglected in the story of
Irish poetry of modern times, . we
must consider the circumstances un-
der which he wrote. The genius of
O’Connell had won Emancipation
and the giant of Irish cloguence was
nearing the sunset of his career; a
new spirit had come into Ireland, an
aggressive and educational one, with
the advent of the ‘‘Nation.” Of
poetry there was a flood and it was
all genuine and inspiring. The key-
note was given by Davis and from
all sides came bards, any one of
whom would have sufficed to immor-
talize a decade of national history.

Duffy, Mangan, McCarthy, Wil- | Then, up, erect, with nine times
liams, Lady Wilde, Edward Walsh, nin.e- : s
Dr. Waller, Supple, Simmons, Mrs. | Hip, hip, .lnp,—liurra ! :
Norton, McGee, John Fisher Muy- | Drank— ‘Erin  slantha  gal go
ray, Rev. Dr. Murray, W. P. Mulchi- b'rngh.!
nock, Rav. C. Meehan, Neil McDevitt Those exiles, far away.
Dr. Maginn, M Eva Kelly,—

X Ty 5k Then, O! to hear the sweet old

“Mary of the Nation,”” John Kee-
gan, T. Irwin, John Frazer, Samuel
Ferguson, Lady Dufferin, Dr. Dren-
nan, Bartholemew Dowling, Awubry
De Vere, Francis Davis—‘‘the Bel-
fast. Man,” Crofton Croker, J. J.
Callanan, Col. Blacker, M. J. Barry,
John Banim; not to speak of the
still vibrating songs of Moore and
Griffin; add to this very imperfect
list the scores of exquisite writers
who wrote over moms-de-plume, such
as “Hva,” ‘‘Conaciensis,’”” ‘‘Sulmal-
la,””  “Una,”” “‘Miro, “* Finola,””
““Carroll Malone,’”’ ‘“Pontiac,’”” ‘‘My-
lo,” ‘Feardans,” ‘‘Tiny,"” ‘‘ Mac-
Duach,” ‘‘Eirie,”

others, and.

_ BY “CRUX.”

INCE the appearance of last
week’s ‘issue I have received
a very special and urgent re-
est coming from a quarter
at I cannot for a moment
in

Poem the
I have been
asked to give the readers the bal-
ance of that unique ‘and beautiful
produetion. 1t is with the grealtest
of pleasure that I accede to that re-

Like gushing memories of home,
Beneath the spreading calabash,
The bright Italian myrtle bower,
0! don’t those old familiar tones—

© Now sad, and now 80 gay=—
Speak to your very, very hearts—

But, Heavens! how many sleep

Tired wanderers! who sought repose

In

“EXILES”

toned,
Their joys and sorrows o’er,

fill,
Axnd lips meet lips once more—

Some woman'’s voice would say—

night,—
Poor exiles far away!’’

Alas, for them! this morning’s sun
So many a moist eye pour

The waste Atlantic o’er,
And when he turned his lion-eye
- The ev’'ning in the West,

those
Who watched his couched crest;
But not to share his glory, then,
Or gladden in his ray,

Those exiles, far away!

It was—O! how the heart wil

cheat! 3
Because they thought beyond

Isle
Of which their hearts were fond;
And fancy brought old scenes
home
Into each welling eye,

a thought
That fifled it like a sigh!
'Twas then—'twas then, all
with love,
They knelt them down to pray
For Irish homes and kith and kin—
Poor exiles far away!

And then the mother blest her son,
The lover blest the maid,
And then the soldier was a child,
And wept the while he prayed,
And then the student’s pallid cheek
Flushed red as summer rose,
And patriot souls forgot their grief
To weep for Erin’s woes;
And, O! but then warm vows were
breathed,
That come what might or may,
They’d right the suffering Isle they
loved—
Those exiles, far away!

And some there were around ihe

board,

Like loving brothers met,

The few and fond and joyous hearts
That never can forget;

They pledged— ‘The girls e left at
home,

God bless them!’’ and they gave,
““The memory of our absent friends,
The tender and the brave!”

strains
Of Irish music rise,

Beneath far foreign skies,
Beneath the trellised vine,

Or dark Canadian pine—

Poor exiles, far away!
afar,
All heedless of these strains,

Through Europe’s battle plains—
strong, flerce, headlong fight they

And hand grasps hand, and eyelids

O! in that hour ’twere kindly done,

‘“Forget not those who’re sad to-
B fokc bl | el gt v b 1 (PR RIS

Its gushing love, with longings vain,

The Indian shores were lined with

They bent their gaze upon his path—

His glowing couch lay that Green
of
And thro’ each breast pour’d many

warm

America when he wrote it.

in exile. The title of the poem

cient melodies. The
mentioned in the first line,
Munster Blackwater.
me, as

it has seemed from m:

That glorious mingled draught is | childhood, that this poem is one of
poured the most graphic, and perfect de.
Wine, melody, ana mirth} scriptions of the class that has ever
When friends long absent tell, low- | been penned. Read it closely, pon.

vinced that you will agree with m

patriotic sentiment. When a child
I have sat on ths knee of

me the mournful ““Coolun;”
when I grew older, and the aged wo-
man had gone to her eternal repose
I would often sit, in the evening o

un, of it

into my heart.

until every word
If bard

It is _thus the poem runs:—

THE COOLUN.

The scene is beside where the Avon-
1 more flows—
'Tis the spring of the year, and the
day’s near its close;
And an old woman sits with a boy
on her knee—
She smiles like the evening, and he
like the lea!
Her hair is as white as the flax ere
it ’s spun—
His brow as yon tree that is hiding
the sun!

Beside the bright river—

The calm, glassy river,
That’s sliding and gliding all peace-

11 2
fully on spepr

R A PErJERFeT |
“‘Come, granny,’”” the boy says,
‘““you’ll sing me, I know,
The beautiful Coolun, so sweet and
so low;
For I love its soft notes more than
blackbird or thrush,
Though often the tears in a shower
well gush
From my eyes when I hear it. Dear
granny, say why,
When my heart’s full of pleasure, I
sob and I cry

To hear the sweet Coolun—

The beautiful Coolun—
An angel first sang it above in the
sky?”’

And she sings and he listens; but

many years pass,
And the old woman sleeps ‘neath the
chapel-yard grass;
And a couple are seated wupon the
same stone,
Where the boy sat and listened
oft to the crone—
'Tis the boy—'tis the man— and he
says, while he sighs,
To the girl at his side with the love-
streaming eyes,
0! sing me, sweet Oonagh,
My beautiful Oonagh,
0! sing me the ‘‘Coolun,”
and he sighs.

So

he says,

«That air, mo stor, brings back the
days of my youth,
That flowed like the
sunny and smooth!
And it brings back the old woman,
kindly and dear—
If her spirit, dear Oonagh, is haver-
ing near,
'Twill glad her to hear the old mel-
ady rise
Warm, warm, on the wings of our
love and our sighs—

0! sing me the Coolun,

The beautiful Coolun!”’
Ts’t the dew or a tear-drop is mioigt-
ening his eyes?_

river there,

There's a change on the scene, far
more grand, far less fair—

By the broad rolling Hudpo:_: are
seated the pair;

And the dark hemlodk-fir waves its
‘branches above,

Ag they sigh for their land, a8 they
" murmur their love;

fush! the heart hath been touched,
 and its musical strings -

forate into song—'tis the Coolun

to be a personal experience written

“The Coolun’’—the name of one of
the most touching of Ireland’s an-
Avonmore,
is the
It seems to

der over each stanza, and I am con-

my old
Irish nurse, and have wept with g
delicious pain, as she would sing to

and

a summer day, under the very tree
in the lawn where she and I used to
six years before, and I would read
over and over McDermott’s ‘‘Cool-
sank
could ask
for greater tribute to the power of
his song I am unable to conceive it.

guide of the devoted missionary is
the light of his faith, :

THE TRUE WITNESS AND OATHOLIC CHRONIOLE.

It is evident from the last stanza
of this poem that the Poet was in
I nhave
selected another of his beautiful pro-
ductions, as,an additional illustra-
tion of his talent, and it also seems

And, as ceases the Coolum,
The home-loving Coolun,

the far-off Old Land;
blessings He’s sent—

holdeth content—

y | For the Exile and Christian must

ever more sigh
home in the sky—

The sorrowful Coolun,

e ( That murmurs of both homes—they
that few are the poems in English
that afford as fine an idea of Irish

sing and they sigh.

Heaven bless thee, Old Bard, i

Not the air, but their native land

And while grateful to Him for the

They know ’tis His hand that with-

For the home upon earth ‘and the

So they sing the sweet Coolun

training the reindeer.
trequently depend upon their

ot good Cognac is as

your furs. The Laps’ sleigh co

dévice. It is hewn out of

a

We must be provided.

another for his baggage.

Once seated be sure that the reins

are well secured to your

They must
dogs

is not to be trifled with. Now a flask
important ag

trasted with the more Southern art-
icle looks rather like an improvised
tree
trunk, and is never large enough to
accommodate more than one person.

The missionary will need an addi-

tional one for his portable altar and

person,
n [ never under any consideration must

tire family approach the Holy Table,
Next comes an hour’s devotion to

and small bears to assist them in the Sacred Hear
i 2 t to whom our
faints on the ear. subduing the proverbial reindeer | tire mission is consecrated and upznl:
temper. whom we look for grace, strength
Long in silence they weep, with Of course your outfit must be of and blessing.
hand clasped in hand— fur from head to foot; the cold, par- | With words of advice and further
is [ Then to God send up prayers for ticularly in the mountain districts, | encouragement we leave them to

head for the next station,

n- ——— !

Archbishop Keane and Sosialism

Speaking recently on the nbove
subject, Archbishop Keane saidi~—
““When I look about me and note on
every hand the evidenoes of the rap«
id growth of Socialism, T amn ap«
palled and can scarcely credit my
own senses. For it is only a few

whose bosom were nurst you relinquish them, for once beyona | 'S ago that it seemed to me
Emotipns that into such melody | your check the poor animal will | there never could be room or occa.
burst! start into a mad dash always more sion for the growth of Socialism ¢n
Be thy gave ever green!— may- the | northward into the snowbound weird | this free American soil, where men
5 softest of showers wilds until you are lost among the | 2'¢ equal before the law and when
, | And brightest of beams nurse its |most ferocious beasts of the Arctig | OPPortunity seems boundless and
¢ grass and its flowers— regions. limitless. And yet to-day Socialism
Oft. oft, be it moist with the tear-| Now ready for the trip. Though | i9 Erowing, and growing rapidiy.
drop of love, 11 a.m, by the clock, the moon is

And may angels watch round thee
forever above!
Old Bard of the Coolun,
The beautiful Coolun,

row and Love,

\

I have given will plead an
for me.
with the poems of McDermott, each

by half a dozen of poets. Poor man!
he does not know the A. B. C. of

Ireland’s poetic contributions to
English  literature, Why, Hayes’
collection of Irish Ballads covers

seven hunired and thirty very close
ly printed, small type, pages,
the two volumes do not give
than a third of tAe poems
author—in some caces not
tenth. And the ’nin(-ty-six poets,
from whom {he “tellector gleaned,
for:n about the third of the import-
ant Irish writers i verse. As well
might the man who has read a few
poems or pieces by Racine, Lamar-
tine and Beranger, tell me that he
is thoroughly conversant with
French poetry. I might write until
I am twenty years older, and write
without one moment’s interruption,
and I would not have consigned to
paper all I could say on the subject,
and yet I have never got beyond the
vestibule in the temple of Irish liter=
ature.

ana
more
of each
the

A Missionary’s
Experience
In Lapland.

Rev. F, Hartmann, under date,
Christiana, Oct. 15, 1902, writing
to several American Catholic ex-
changes, says:—

I write from the icy depths
Lapland.

t is winter. Not the winter we
have had the past few months here
when snow and ice are as common
in August as they are in January in
the temperate zones, but winter in
the true sense of the word. The sun
has just set, mot to be seen again
for many months, and the iong
“‘midnight” with its gruesomeness is
on, Snow is falling in columns. A
howling, blustering squall seems
gaining with every hour to rive and
shatter the mountain rocks to their
very base,

In the presence of this umearthly
cold and darkpess, among a starv-
ing race of human beings to whom
the flashes of the Norithern Light are
terrifying, not wosderful, the only

of

That’s sobbing, like Erin, with Sor-

I have encroached considerably on
space, but it seems to me that what
excuse
I could go on for columns

‘ed upon the portable altar mear the
| fire. After devotions the family as-

in all her glory. The few patches o

rible heights and tremendous

ing precipices. Ever forwand
upward we
and more daring the path.
right the gaping deep of

ice; a towering wall of solid granit

On

lovelier than the other, all so full threatening to the left and over-
of pathos, so sincerely true, so in- head, One misstep of our animals
tensely Irish, so heart.stirring, so | and we are lost. But they know
noble. The other day a gentleman | neither fear nor danger, and you
of considerable reading told me that are as secure as you would be on
he knew all about the Irish poets— | the sidewalks of Broadway, New
he had read Moore, Mangan, and a | York, But the solitude would make
small collection of scattered pieces you shudder; not a tree in sight, no

shrub, nor even the suggestion of a
blade of grass, no living being

of

any description., Nothing save the
occasional footprints of the wolf or
the fox whose hunger howls may of
ten be heard through the thrilling
darkness.

Thus we speed on for hours and
days together. Owr clothes are an
armor of ice and snow. Only with
effort cah we control our eyes and

mouths whose closing may be fatal
at any time.
What is the strange sound! A dog!
we are nearing a settlement! A it
tle while and we see the anxious Lap
waving to his little
home. He is a Catholic; our messen
ger has told him of our coming.
Greeting and reception most
cordial, but very unlike our experi
ence in Caucasian countries. We do
not shake hands—they must not uf®
der any consideration be taken from
our mitts. We meet back to back
and mutually tap the others should-
ers. This is a la Laps. The Eskimo
mother also approaches with her
hushand in dappled silks and furs
to greet us,
We enter the hut and are at once
served with coffee. There is no ta.
ble. The cups are passed around
as we sit by the fire place. The su-
gar follows in strange fashion; the
good mistress leads by biting her
share from an ungafnly Yooking
lump and -passes the rest to her
neighbor that he may do likewise,
So every guest helps himself to su-
gar. It would not be well to hesit-
ate or object to this ceremony, my
Lady will save you the trouble, and
bite off a piece for you, with the
suggestion to make yourself at
home. Next comes a fresh frozen
reindeer roast and reindeer tongue,
This is a concoction of which alone
the Lap can speak. The parts are
mixed and seasoned in a reirdeer’s
stomach, well iced and served in
chips. It is not a palatable dish by
any means, but yet very strengthen-
ing.
Dinner over, the feast really starts,
An animated conversation begins;
every imaginable story, true, possi-
ble, or. probable is hurried into en-
tertainment. Questions  without
limit are in all sorts of order. Their
troubles, hardships, fears and pleas-
ures are freely commented upon. It
is only toward the small hours of
the morning that our Laps are in-
duced to think of rest. And now
the wolf fur that so far served as
seat, in turn serves as a couch. On
the morrow the mission begins with
the holy sacrifice of the Mass, offer-

us a welcome

is

sists at religi gious instructi ons

plains to the right and the left cov-
ered with stumps and stunted shrubs
Soon disappear to give place to ter-
rocks
until your journey is viciously pumc-
tuated by thundering cliffs and howl-
and
tear, and ever steeper
the
eternal

t

Alcoholism in France.

A medical organ called ‘“ Good
Health,”” makes reference to a strik-
ing article that recently appeared in

the ““Annales d’Hygiene,”” on the
subject of ‘*Alcohol and Crime,’”
That article says:—

‘'The writer calls attention to the
fact that the official statistics of
the police court of Paris show that
for several years past there has been
a rapid increase in juvenile criminal-
ity. Even among murderers there
is found a large percentage of young
people, some almost children. Thig
increase of jdvenile crime is charged
to alcohol, which has been shown to
act, not only directly, but indirect-
ly, through heredity. Alcoholic in-
sanity is increasing with great rap-
idity in Paris. Alcohol is perhaps
more active than any other agent
in producing human degeneracy, and
is one of the most direct and potent
causes of criminality and insanity,
The children of drunkards are

Very
liable to be epileptic and idiotic, nla
well as criminal. The children of
alcohol-drinking parents, when
young, do not appear different from
other children, but about the age of
puberty their eriminal ' instincts be-
gin to manifest themselves. wareful
observations have shown again and
again that there ig an intimate re-
lation between diet and alcoholism ;
especially that tea, coffee, and con-
diments lead to the use of alcohol.
It has also been demonstrated that
flesh-eating creates a thirst for al-
coholic beverages and an appetite
for tobacco, the use of which almost
invariably leads, sooner or later, to.
the use of alcohol in one form or an-
other,””

Here we have a very pointed state-
ment regarding the fearful results of
alcohol. However, we are some-
what inclined to dispute the closing
propositions of the author. We have
no evidence from experience that the

eating of flesh meat leads to alco-
holic drinking. On the contrary,
meat is a support to the system ;

and it is the weak, or run-down sys-
tem that is most liable to crave for,
stimulant to,K revive, or to appar-
ently fortify it. Again we cannot
agree that the use of tobacco ‘‘al-
most invariably leads, soomer or
later, to the use of alcohol in one
form or another.”” We have known
men, who have been habitual and
strong smokers during nearly all
their lives, to have never tasted a
drop of alcohol, and to have mever
felt any temptation in that direc~

tion. While we admit that aleohol-
ism is the » mother of countless
crimes, we cannot agree that the

eating of meat or the smoking of to- )
bacco is the parcut of ulcololisui,
We do not make these 1emarks,
either in defense of tobacoo,
an excuse for alcoholism. We simpl;
wish to point out that zeal in

overstep the mark, to exaggerate un-
intentionally, and to consequent].

ment.




